The Angel of Olous 


In the burning heat of rememberance 
The shadow of your sleeping head 
And flowing hair dominates my landscape. 
Below, sunken foundations for love 
Slip under the shifting surface 
A metaphor of space and time. 

Reach down and feel again 
Sand and stone which I remember 
I gave to you the myth of Atlantis true. 
Notice, hands which caught light 
Of a shining bright rhythm 
Or some historic gyrating dance. 

Sands shift 

With plunging scoops 

And gather 

Fond memories yes, 

But I am not sure 
If this action helps 
Me rise out of Byzantium 
Blue. 

In the end I decide to leave 
This sobering ruin not wishing yet 
To have crystal vision of the truth. 
However, I do savour and hold 
A black stone with ochre veins in my hand 
Knowing within lies dreams not yet seen. 
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